THE MIRRORS OP WASHINGTON

and he is chosen by the men who know him for
what he is, his fellow members of the House of
Commons.  An American President is selected by
the newspapers, which know little about him, by
the politicians, who do not want a master but a
slave, by the delegates to a national convention,
tired, with hotel bills mounting, ready to name
anybody in order to go home.   The presidency,
the one great prize in American public life, is at-
tained by no known rules and under conditions
which have nothing in them to make a man work
hard or think hard, especially one endowed with a
handsome face and figure, an ingratiating person-
afity, and a literary style.

The small town man, unimaginative and of
restricted mental horizon does not think in terms of
m^s of mankind. Masses vaguely appall him.
They eost in the big cities on which he turned his
back in ks unaudacious youth. His contacts are
wtth mdmduals. His democracy consists in smil-
upon, the village painter and calling him

on the street

.

them and calling them "Fellows,"
is